The Merits of Scholarship 


We felt he shouldn’t die with- 
out some modern honor, 


so held a festive board, 
the game of which embodied 
folding quotes in from his 


works to champagne-sotted 
raps. It misfired, got him 


more and more confused. “Age?” 
I asked a colleague later. 


“Nah. His stuff was only ten percent. 
We threw him curves from everywhere!” 


To my hurt he snapped, “Hey, 
it’s all the same shit anyway!” 


